CEILING GOD 

If God lived in the ceiling, 
like my young mind thought, 
he was spying on me as 

| stood on my head with 
my brother. He must’ve 
chuckled as we gazed up, 
mesmerized by the ceiling 
fan, watching it spin until, 
like a wheel, it reversed. 
We pretended the ceiling 
was the floor, deeming us 
the new gods, the new 
spies, hanging from our 
heads in our carpeted 
heaven, quickly envious 

to be stuck on the ceiling, 
reaching our legs in our 
new-found craving for floor. 


